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Created as an anti-progam guide. 

Some would say a chapbook... but I personally hate that 
word. 

No reason to segrogate artistic expression. 

weather it and whether it be printed word or painted or 

carved or so on and so forth. 

we hope you enjoy this. 

we hope you enjoy the show. 

we hope to do more. 

we hope you do more. 

we hope you make more. 

and take more. 

and want more. 

and expect more. 

and never surender... 

unless you have too of course. 

live to fight another day... 

unless that day is a good day to die. 

here's to the endangered ideas 
justice truth and love for all. 

xo/shane bugbee 
http://www.wtffest.com 



SURVIVAL ART 



Painting & Sculpting for Food, Clothing & Shelter 
by Dave Archer 



PREFACE 



Again the ancient tale is told 
By firelight in Winter's cold 
A bard is stringing up his lute 
A flautist polishes her flute 
While newer artists seeking name 
Trade their souls for gold and fame 

I too walked with brush and pen 
Out to that Crossroad's mortal fen 
Where kneeling in His flies and farce 
I kissed the Devil's ruddy arse 
And now I gnash my teeth and cry 
Forever tangled in His lies 

Twisting in the Devil's wind 
Hanging by a widow's sin 
My room a gallows has become 
The floor the trap that will be sprung 
And down I'll go yet not expire 
Hope abandoned in the fire 



Just kidding. 

Even today though, the above timeless legend is quite alive 
and dancing in the Faustian imagination of the world. You've 
heard it: the stinking garret where the True Artist starves, 
suffering for "his" personal vision through an endless series of 
cold-water rooms with terrible light, burning rolls of priceless 
drawings against bitter cold nights — an icicle ever forming 
at the tip of his nose — fighting battles with thieving art 



dealers, subsisting on hard cheddar and black bread riddled 
in weevils, and guzzling Night Train and MD-20/20, and making 
love to beautiful toothless models, and getting crab lice, not 
to mention the clap, and oozing carbuncles, and hiding from 
bill collectors, and doing time for poking a toothless model's 
eye out with his frozen nose, and trading works of genius for 
Aspirin and Coke, never once compromising his art, and right 
up to the stinging end — syphilis of course — complicated by 
several poorly aimed dagger wounds to the chest followed by 
staggering into an art gallery in Maui and hitting himself over 
the head with a bronze Wyland sculpture of a grinning dolphin, 
and dies. And then, finally, the artist becomes a wildly rich and 
famous corpse. 

Ooooouu. 

As the legend goes, the painter walks into the countryside and 
runs into Old Nick at a crossroad, where he bargains his soul in 
return for the love of Brad Pitt. This turns nasty around 60% of 
the time when the artist gets famous and starts living in bistros 
and Hollywood brothels, never quite getting back to work. 
The other 40%, like Picasso, are smart enough to bargain an 
extremely long, bulldozer-willed, disease-free life of pushy art- 
making success with no fiendish tricks during the entire stint. 
Leave a little something to Paloma. The man bargained smart. 
Which is highly suggested unless you might actually enjoy an 
encounter with a falling psychic. A big fat depressed psychic. 
Then by all means, be my guest. 

Nearly forty years ago Anton LaVey published The Satanic 
Bible informing the world that selling actual souls to Satan 
was no longer necessary. Another way, I take it of saying that 
nowadays, due to massive worldwide overpopulation, the 
human race has vortexed into a sort of "in-utero-prepay-plan," 
like Gerber insurance for infants. Hell has never been busier. 

"Cool pentagram man." 

"Thanks, it was given to me when I lived in ancient Egyptian 
times, from the High Priest Kitsmogwry, don't ask." 



"Don't tell." 



Robert Johnson then, could well have been the last American 
bluesman to actually sell his soul to Satan for musical fame. 
Well, Mick Jagger, he's American. Jumpin' Jack Skellington 
Flash-forward then, to now: when dark circles gather for 
chocolate pie at Marie Callender's. It may not have occurred 
to you however, that unless you are rich, or have some other 
way of making a good living, or are currently being "kept" (in 
handcuffs no doubt) by some grizzly goblin art-daddy reeking 
of Sen-Sen and Coors: 
YOU MUST SELL YOUR ART, 
WHICH IS WORSE. Oh crap. 

Proof? 

Step into the nearest art gallery, or museum and attempt to 
show any so-called "Art Dealer" or "Museum Director" your 
most original piece, and never mind how they react, that is, as 
they hustle you out the door and "Kunst Kick" you down the 
stairs yelling, "Somebody's packin' their drag-queen-desk 
today when I find out (kick) which (kick, kick) let this freak in 
my office!" 

Forget about it. 

All in a day's rejection. 

Sissies don't kick good anyway. 

Just feel what happens inside your infernal organs as you 
hit the slippery bricks. Brutal. Ventricles squirting blood the 
wrong way. You rub your fingers together and they squeal like 
dry ice? Can you feel your diaphragm morphing into a tray 
of nightcrawlers? Move on ARTIST. Walk off planning dry ice 
revenge in your next canvas. 

As Winston Churchill said, "If you're going through hell, keep 
going." 



They deserve it and you're right. Your art is better than anything 
they are showing, and they are too stupid to see it. 
The Noseicle Truth: 

Robert Johnson's crossroad is your personal creative spirit, 
for you alone to either love, train, and nurture, or deny and let 
wither. It's a cold world indeed when young artists no longer 
need to sell their souls to Satan for success in art. But hey, 
the upside is, you'd screw up the negotiation anyway and die at 
your first grand opening, you know — red carpet, searchlights, 
Jessica Alba, Vin Diesel, Donald Trump, all waiting in line for 
a picture with you — and you're so stupid you'd step out the 
wrong side of the limo and get mowed down by a city bus. 

Just do it yourself. If you fail, hey, what's one more GREAT 
artist in poverty. A friend, that's what. A damn good one too. 
Come on, I'll buy you a diet Pepsi and we can both start over in 
the morning. 





Song of Praise 

John Sinclair 



Sing the song then, let it sound 
through the land. The song that now 
keeps us alive, when the other noise 

is there to kill us, to deaden our ears 
to the song of our selves that 
these musicians sing. Let the force of it 

make its way into our hearts 
in the last days of this era, 
this error less human men have made 

of our time. The time is now, that we can make 
a true song of our selves, a music that will 
open all of our I's to each 

other. Let such a man as 
Jimmy Garrison be your base, you can 
build on a music strong as his 

& make your time as free as 
Elvin's, your touch as McCoy's, your song as 
pure as Trane's, sing a song 

as strong as theirs, a song of praise 
for all the humans on earth, & for the love 
of all of our selves' 

a song to lead us on 
in this cold december 
of a long & murderous year 



cow 

John Sinclair 



or why not say 
pig, as say 
roland kirk plays on that 
mingus side (oh yeah) where he 
roots like one 

YEAH YEAH YEAH 
root root root for the 
home team 

or horse, as all the cow 
boys rode into town, drinking root 
beer & eating steer 
burgers 

YUM YUM YUM 
good for the tum-mee 

horse, cow, pig, it's a 
grand old time at the cow 
palace 1964 the re- 
publican con- 
vention 

YOW YOW YOW 
we is gonna 
beat em boss 

chickens, ducks, geese, the 
poultry scene is all a 
squawk & a squabble 

GOBBLE GOBBLE GOBBLE 
i m a-gonna 
eat you up 



back to the pasture, the 
glue factory, the cow hide & go 
seek game in the back 

40. leather wallets & t-bone 
walker, roland kirk plays 
just for you. 

MOO MOO MOO 
this has been a 
paid 
political 
announcement 



ego over confidence is the mistake of the occultist. 

Shane Bugbee 



the ego is a trick, your confidence is real. 

the soul doubles and/or represents your confidence, 
power is gained from stealing others confidence... much like 

stealing a soul. 

if you can steal a persons confidence you can own them. 

employers know this, 
rulers know this. 

why don't you know this? 

confidence comes from your history of personal 
achievements and worldly accomplishments. 

ego comes from your dreams, it's what you wish to be... it 
taunts you to write checks your body can't cash. 

confidence is truth, 
ego is a lie. 

believe in your ego and believe your own shit believe in your 
own shit and you will be treated like shit, trust your history 
and hard work and become the person you know you are. 




KKeec-n $Lme 



True, free expression is violent and peaceful and 
beautiful and ugly 

Shane Bugbee 



I live in violence... I come from violence. I understand it well. 
It isn't the art, the book, the film or the speech that's the 
problem... 

Never could a video game reproduce the violence I have in my 
head.... no matter how hard they try. 

If I could put the violence in my head to film... I bet it would 
make the most violent think twice. 

...and then, the mother I always wanted will reach out from 
behind the thrift store counter, she can feel my pain... and 
she's compelled to give me a warm touch and a kind word.... 
she's all that stops me from killing every last one of you. 

True, free expression isn't always nice and peaceful; 
sometimes it's vile... and even violent. The Man' gives us a 
right to free speech while also controlling our speech. Did you 
really think you had a right to total free expression? Of course 
speech and expression are controlled. If they were not, the 
illusion of our society would cease to exist. Think about what 
rules the squirrel or crow follows, think about the snakes 
expression... rules and total expression are like oil and water, 
they don't go together. 

The lack of total expression is the biggest perversion of the 
human animal... it festers and produces pedophiles and 
explains wildlife game hunters and bad facial hair. 

Further restricting expression will only make things worse. 

Unfortunate things happen, random acts of violence happen. 
Funny thing is... it's usually this kind of violence that brings 
up this sort of discourse. 



We're in a country where we are free to hate if we want to. 
For that matter, we're free to paint targets on the face of 
politicians and entertainers and whoever we want... you don't 
like that, you want nice pictures painted? Plant more flowers! 
The artist and the commentator feed off of what they see, how 
they feel... same goes for people. If you want nice citizens, do 
more to encourage them to feel nice and ultimately BE nice. 

If it were true that violent films or video games produced- 
let's say- school shooters, there would be a lot more shooting 
going on... violent video games sell in the millions. Millions 
and billions of people have been to violent films and have read 
violent books and yet, there haven't been millions of crazy 
incidents... quite the contrary... it seems that if you feed kids 
violent video games it soothes aggression and they become 
pudgy and pasty wage slaves. 

Don't blame the message. It's not the words... it isn't the 
entertainment. It's the crazy. If it weren't the book, film, 
music, words, art, expression, it would have been the color of 
tie the weatherman was wearing, or the bus driver's shoes. 



We have a hearing problem, not a free speech issue. We have 
a not willing to understand the issue, issue. It has zero to do 
with speech. 




The Lord of the Outer Banks 

Mike IX Williams 

There's a razor pulled every minute. 
Between her fist and my face 
Six or seven sutures 
It's all you should need 
Defying subsequent moves 
Awfullizing 
Somebody 
Somewhere 
IQ well below zero and 
To the crippled a crutch 

If not one, then three 
Burned into my threads 
From pristine order then into anarchy 

Upside down and around 
Exposing raggedy stems and stitchery 
With unbalanced pride 
A china doll with cataracts 
Views things differently 

-Mike IX 

" Cancer as a Social Activity: Affirmations of World's End and 
The Guilt Of... stuff available from: 



www.MikelX.com 



Bleed Like Kings 

Ryan M. McKern 

We pawn our insecurities to afford new self fabricated drama 

and despair. 

We purchase our problematic life plans at the thrift store, from 
the array of wino's and pill popping entrepreneur's... 

guns are available as a payment plan 

Destruct and protest engaged fundraisers of the equal oppor- 
tunist, for it is in the eye of a fire's disaster for which we truly 

live. 

Mark it on the newspaper. 

Internet swine & high school persona's 
You taunt me with your knowledge of the unknown and give 
favors only to see the slave you have created. 



31 days in county lock up. 

21 poets 
many masks, many storms. 

It's a deity of desire. 
A willingness of pride. 
A selfless confession of aggression. 

The sounds of the locomotive bring back the noose 
let me close my eyes. 



Simpler landscapers create impossible escape routes. 
You are so graceful in the art of betrayal 



I should have seen your intentions from across the 52 states 
of perversion and manipulation. 

Bleed like kings.... 
we Reign for Irony. 

The goat of the fallen child 
the third eye in the ring of confusion. 

Although you intend to dissect my patience. 
I shall again walk a path of sanctuary.... a life of indulgence.... 
fulfillment and justifiable dischord. 

Dementia is supported with a tip of the glass. 



Troubador 

David Densmore 

Now I've seen sights, 
And I've been places. 

I don't feel 
My life's been wasted. 
Haven't saved up 
A lot of dough. 
But I've got lots 
Of scars to show. 
And most of them 
Have a tale to tell. 
Just knew living hard 
Was living well. 
Some of my scars 
Were self-induced. 
Too much whiskey, 
And living loose! 
You want a story, 
Or maybe a rhyme? 
Just pour me a glass, 
'Cause I've got time. 
Some of the stories 
Are best left untold. 
High times and youth 
Can make a man too bold! 
But back when I 
Was a working man. 
I'd do most anything 
That required these hands. 
I've fished the Bering Sea, 

And in some rivers. 
Worked big off-shore boats, 
And little slivers. 
I logged the Rockies, 
As a teen. 
Worked farms and ranches 
In-between. 
Delivered boats, 



And drove a truck, 
But fishing was where 
I held my luck. 



Did what was needed 
To play my part. 
But, always a fisherman, 
In my heart. 
A joke, a dance, 
Or maybe a scuffle. 
Just deal me in, 
I was there for the shuffle. 
But, now that I'm 
Far down the trail. 
They say move along, 
You're much too frail. 

So, here I am, 
Rhyming words for you. 
In hopes of supper, 
When I am through. 




LOSER 

David Densmore 



I was working in my yard, 
When I saw him coming down the street, 
Skinny, tall, and old, 
He seemed to totter along so weak. 
So unkempt in cast-off clothes, 
That didn't seem to fit. 
Probably wouldn't recognize a bathtub, 
If he stumbled over it. 

I figured him just another weak excuse, 
Who'd given up and just lost heart. 
Easier to sponge off the rest of us, 
Than stand up and do his part. 

Oh, I'd seen these men drift by, 
On their way to the mission down the block. 
Sometimes wondered what stories they would tell, 
If only they would talk. 

Where they their father's cherished dream, 

Once their mother's pride and joy? 
What crooked road had brought them here, 
From that bouncing baby boy. 

I usually ignored these derelicts, 
That drifted by like smoke. 
If even acknowledged them to my friends, 
It was with a slightly cruel joke. 

But that old guy just caught my eye, 

Why, I couldn't say. 
He never looked up as he shuffled by, 
Never even glanced my way. 

I went back to pruning my roses, 
Usually one of my favorite chores. 



But the sun didn't feel quite so warm, 
And I didn't enjoy it as before. 

Though he was just another derelict, 
I couldn't get him off my mind. 
Kept wondering what millstones of fate, 
Had caught him in their grind. 

I finally put my tools away, 
And followed down the block. 
Apprehension in my stomach lay, 
Like a heavy, cold, hard rock. 

I hoped none of my friends would see, 
As I slipped through that mission door. 
Didn't know what I was doing there, 
I'd certainly never been before! 

I spotted him sitting quietly, 
Waiting for the sermon and a meal. 
You've gotta hear The Word' if you want to eat, 
That seemed to be the deal. 

I meant to just take a look then go. 
My dinner was almost done. 
Just one quick look then leave, 
Try not to seem to run. 

They all studiously ignored each other, 
But when he glanced up our gazes locked. 
Though he quickly turned away, 
I knew him with a shock! 

An old shipmate from long ago. 
We'd fished, partied, and palled around for years. 
Been through many boats and ports, 
And lots of girls and beers. 

I couldn't believe he'd come to this! 
He was a high-roller wild and true. 



But now a sick broken old man, 
Whose day was almost through. 

I wanted to drag him out of there, 
And stand him on his feet. 
But I eased over beside him. 
And quietly took a seat. 

When we finally could, we started to talk, 
And he told me his tale. 
He told it straight, although the booze, 
Had knocked the wind out of his sails. 

He said, "I was fishing off-shore one winter, 
Seemed an extra cold, windy, time. 

Howling wind and flying spray, 
Everything covered with icy rime. 

My deck mate was Johnny O. 
You remember that kid with a great big smile? 
No matter how tough, he had a joke, 
Seemed to be singing all the while. 

Well, the engineer was checking the engine room, 
So we were two-handing for a pot or two. 
Nothing new or different there, 
Just something we all used to do. 

Johnny was coiling and telling a joke, 
While I sorted crab and watched the block. 
Don't know how it even happened, 
But he went over like a rock! 

I jumped to the rail screaming, 'Man overboard!', 
And grabbed him by the coat. 
I'd jerk him aboard and we'd have a laugh, 
Hell, he was right there by the boat! 

But his icy coat slipped from my hand! 
Oh God! He just slipped away! 



I'll tell you as I reached for him, 
I did both scream and pray! 

I grabbed again and he reached for me! 
I saw the terror in his eyes! 
Though our fingers touched, he was gone, 
Lost to my inept tries! 

The boat rolled away and he was gone! 
I thought I'd heard him out in the night! 
But though the skipper spun the boat around, 
There was nothing in the light! 

The search was so intense, 
Everyone feels the horror of going overboard out there. 
Though there was nothing to be seen, 
I kept hearing Johnny calling me, I swear! 

I couldn't go back, I was done. 
But even home didn't feel the same. 
I'd wake up in the night, 
Hearing Johnny call my name! 

Drunk or sober, but mostly drunk, 

Nothing seems to help. 
I've lost my home, my wife, my kids. 
I've thrown away my health. 

If I had the guts, I'd cut my throat! 
But I fear Johnny's waiting on the other side, 
To tell me, I could have saved him, 
If I really would have tried! 

Now I know there's a Hell, 
I wake to it every day! 
It just can't get worse than this, 
No matter what the preachers say. 

I still see Johnny's eyes, 
Even when too drunk to stand. 



And hear him scream my name, 
As he slipped away from my hand! 

God knows I've tried to find some peace, 
But I keep seeing Johnny's eyes! 
Folks say in time I'll find it, 
But that's all a pack of lies!" 

Well, I just set there in shock, 
And stared at my old friend, 
Realizing it could as easily been me, 
Coming to this bitter end! 

I knew I had to help, 
And told him not to go away. 
Then went to tell my wife, 
I was bringing someone home to stay. 

When I got back to the mission, 
He was no longer there. 
And though I searched frantically, 
No one really seemed to care. 

He was just one of so many, 
That had simply lost their way. 
After all, it was his own choice, 
Whether he would leave or stay. 

I searched, but never found a trace, 
But I just can't forget that man. 
It seems, I too, let someone needing help, 
Slip away from my hand. 




miceHELL noLte 



I fucking hate old people. 

Mike Flannery 

If there is one thing I cannot stand it is the Olds. The elderly, 
infirmed crusty nutsacked bitch-pitching throwback, go-to-the- 
main-branch-of-the-bank-on-a-Tuesday-because-l-don't-trust- 
that-they-won't-steal-my-money-and-drive-like-a-one-eyed- 
drunk-all-the-way-there-type of turd of misery freak-bean, "I 
am staving off death by taking all these wonderful vitamins!" 
-these fucking people, I swear to Christ I want to punch a 
majority of them right in the fucking face. 

I used to work at this grocery store here in Austin called, "Sun 
Harvest." They touted themselves as an inexpensive alternative 
to the big chains and all the fucking olds from Dale Webb's 
Suncity prune-farm in Georgetown and every other tired ass 
elderly senior citizen came from miles around to partake," of 
Nature's bounty!" I worked in the meat market and most of my 
job consisted of dealing with angry, bitter old assholes who 
spent most of their time haggling with the store manger and 
rattling off a litany of complaints to anyone and everyone who 
had happened upon the misfortune of having to help these 
people. They insist on coming from miles around to bully the 
wimpy store manager and get their moneys worth. Jesus. "The 
melon I picked up last week was NOT sweet!" Overemphasizing 
the NOT as if they were arguing a life or death point of 
contention. If you want or need something Frickard why don't 
you and Festus and Prissy and Lloyd and Flloyd hesd on over 
to another store and buy it cheaper? Apparently everywhere is 
cheaper because we are trying to steal your precious money, 
your fixed income, just like your ingrate children. I had this 
fucking relic that I rang up one time when I had the pleasure 
of working the cash register on the front end drive all the way 
to his far-away home, away from the city folk and all the crime 
and bustle, this retard drove miles just to accuse me of stealing 
from his dumbass. He fucking went to Mr Ladyfinger, the boss 
and told him I should be fired and he's on to me and I did this 
before ( never did I work the front end because I loathe having 
to assist THOSE INGRATE ASSHOLES, and blah, blah, blah. 
Apparently I overcharged Hume Cronin something like $.40, 



yes, forty cents. He'd seen this type of flu, this grift and graft 
many times before (because, this is what he does every time he 
goes to any store). I was lining my pockets with gold while they 
came from far and wide to consume vitamins to counteract all 
that delicious Furr's Liver and Onions.a sweet luxury early bird 
special (of course! It's much cheaper! and we can eat dinner at 
3:30pm! Like normal people) but a guilty pleasure that is right 
up there with sweetbreads (brains) and tongue sandwhiches 
and tasty kidney pies that they slurp up like old-tymey vacuums 
relishing each bite with iced tea ("it's bitter, make me a new pot 
boy!") or coffee ("that's never fresh, EVER, I want to talk to the 
manager right now, I am tired of this cheap-charlie bullshit!"). 

I know, your Grandparents are the coolest - Claire and Roy 
and Eugene or whatever fucked up name they got stuck with - 
are awesome, "And I love them you fucker!" Yes, yes, yes, I am 
aware that they have listened to rock music with you and took 
you out to get ice cream and tried to save you from your parents 
and cruel siblings and fed you cookies and you watched the 
muppets together and Starsky and Hutch. You felt awkward 
and embarrassed when Me Maw bought you a copy of,"Kiss, 
Alive 2!" and you huddled next to the Victrolia and listened to 
,"King Of The Night-Time World," almost in silence because 
you did not want to expose them to the horrific and retarded 
music you gravitated toward. Look, your Grandparents are 
cool, to you, I love my Pop-Pop and Me Maw and Grandmaw 
Pinkie and Grandad Bill. I also loved my great grandmother 
Dot, she was morbidly obese and cut newspaper articles out 
of the paper to give to us when we and Grandmaw Pinkie went 
to pick her up to go to the Market for about a five hour two bag 
trip. They would say shit like, 'Young boy raped and crushed 
in half by enormous great white shark in freak-attack of the 
Southern Georgia/Northern Florida coast, Many More Attacks 
Expected." This is how I remember following the abduction of 
Adam Walsh and that dude in Atlanta who was killing children 
in waves. In case you did not know John Walsh from America's 
Most Wanted had a son named Adam who was abducted from a 
K-Mart or something as he went to look at toys while his father 
was purchasing something. Well, they found Adam a couple of 
months later, they found his water-logged head floating in a near 



by tributary to the horror of everyone in the U.S. All they found 
was his severed head. So, when Dot gave us the newspaper 
clippings with a word of warning it abruptly stopped after they 
found a child's severed head after an extensive man hunt and 
subsequent crushing discovery. Jesus that will rob you of a 
good five years of innocence. I still wonder about that, what 
happened to him. Yeah, if I was John Walsh I would have lost 
my mind. That shit is unfathomable. 

Anyway, I digress, yes, your G.P.'s are the shit, I get it, we all get 
it. The only reason i am mentioning this is probably because I 
miss my Grandparents dearly. They seemed to try and save me 
from the totally fucked up childhood I endured as much as they 
could. The Fourth is always a time to remind us youngsters, 
we "Chavos" that we are lucky as shit to walk around with our 
stupid haircuts, burning flags and smoking pot in the streets 
and being total fuck-up ass-hats with no fear of reprisal. Sure 
our once sort of cool parents helped pave the way by their 
, "Rebellion,' and flat-out calling of bullshit with good reason 
but shit, they fell right the fuck off and replaced the National 
Democratic Convention and Jerry Rubin with this reduced, 
broth of their time that fits on 3 cd's and can be yours to enjoy 
the shitty hits of yesteryear. Boy, those are some ruthless 
money grubbing fake-me-out-principled people. 

Anyway man, there is this new dude in my sober house is old as 
shit and is creeping me right the fuck out. Firstoff he is old. He 
has a real molester feel about him, that, "Touched by an Uncle," 
look. My girlfriend dared come over here and he like leered at 
her as he sat on the couch with his regal cane and silver fox 
hair. I also can't understand a word this Vitalis fuck says with 
his brill-creme toothpaste and Aqua-Velva stink in tow. He also 
is just plain spooky - like, you will be doing some random thing 
and like a fucking spook or spectre or some stinky-ass ghost he 
creeps or glides across rooms and is all of a sudden about to 
poke his three-day old rude-dog, hot-dog through your trousers 
like Jesus, entering through the rear. 

Last but not mutherfucking least he is LONELY. But, here's the 
kicker, he looks at porn like he is reviewing records for the 



creeper zine in his wrinkled ass head. Foaming at the mouth 
and rubbing his lipstick like a dog. " Anal Festering Freaks," 
and "Eight Dicks In One Hole," shit like that. Man, I am afraid 
to touch the keyboard for fear of catching some senior's aids 
that will make my ass covered in hemoroids and my donger like 
a long shriveled dried peach, dangling like a turkey gobbler. 
Urrgghhh. 

Check it out. FUCK THIS DUDE, I STILL HATE THE OLD LADY 
DRIVERS, THE OLDS AND THEIR LITTLE FOOTBALL, RUBBER 
SHWAG CHANGEPURSES THEY ALWAYS PRODUCE TO GET 
EXACT CHANGE. EAT IT OLD TOP, l\M DONE. 

Thank you from everyone here at Peggy Hill's Musings. 

Have a happy fourth. PORN ON!!!! 




"brilliant corners" 

John Sinclair 



out of the darkness 
of the second world war 
before the soldiers came back 
to turn am erica 

into a vast suburban wasteland 
dreamed up by real estate developers 
with huge dollar signs in their eyes 
& nothing at all in their hearts — 

out of the darkness 
of american life 
in the first half of the 40s 
when the only rays of light 

were cast in nightclubs 

& after-hours joints 
illuminated by the music 
of the most adventurous of americans — 

thelonious monk at the piano, 
charlie parker on saxophones, 
dizzy gillespie on trumpet, 
kenny clarke at the drums, 

brilliant corners 
of modern civilization 
flooded with light 
& intelligence, 



a bright beacon 
ahead 



through the desolate landscape 
of post-war america — 



& sitting in the corner 
at minton's playhouse 
in the middle of the night 
digging the band like crazy, 

a hip football player 
& would-be sportswriter 
from lowell, massachusetts 
who also wrote stories 

for the school paper, like 
"lester young 
is 10 years 
ahead of his time," 

so well known at minton's 
in harlem 
that the cats on the set 
named a song after him, 

"kerouac," 
jean-louis known as ti-jean 
or jack, the great bard 
of modern america 

who would turn 
the genius rhythms of bebop 
into dynamite literature — 
on the road, 

doctor sax, 
the subterraneans, dharma bums, 
mexico city blues, the scripture 
of the golden eternity — 

a vast trembling body 
of visionary writings 
that re-shaped american life 
in every possible way — 



& alien ginsberg, 
fellow student at Columbia, 
son of a poet schoolteacher 
& a mad red housewife, 

incipient bard of the future 
from paterson, new jersey, 
who would see the specter of blake 
in his dormitory room 

& hallucinate a solitary rose 
on the clothes hanger in his closet 
& inscribe great visionary odes 
on the windows of our skulls — 

howl, 
america, 
sunflower sutra, 
kaddish & 100s more — 

kerouac & ginsberg 
looking for their kicks 
among the petty criminals 
& dope fiends of times square 

(kerouac was arrested 
as an accessory to murder, 
ginsberg went to the nuthouse 
to beat a stolen property beef) 

& they met up with their mentor 
in this seedy milieu, 
a street-level philosopher 
& junkie & queer, a renegade 

from the genteel environs 
of upper middle class life 
in the city of st. louis, 
a member of the family 



that invented the adding machine 
& on his mother's side, 
the man who founded 
the public-relations industry, 

william seward burroughs 
turned the language 
around 
& pointed it back 

at the squares 
who had stripped it 
of its meaning, & blew up the sky 
with his revolutionary writings — 

naked lunch, 
nova express, 
the soft machine, 
the ticket that exploded — 

kerouac & ginsberg 
& burroughs 
in new york city 
in the years after the war 

when bird ruled the music 
with his magnificent recordings for dial 
& savoy, & dizzy's big band 
was playing things to come 

& cubana bop, & thelonious monk 
would make the first recordings 
of his incredible compositions 
in the fall of 1947 

& a young man from denver 

blew onto the scene 
straight off the front range 
of the rocky mountains 



with enormous western energy 
& fast-talking wit, & the ability 
to park a car 
anywhere he wanted — 

neal cassady 
drove across the landscape 

like a metaphor 
for change, turning literature 

inside out, & making life itself 
a complex work of art, 
immortalized by kerouac 
in on the road 

& visions of cody, & by ginsberg 

in howl as 'cocksman 
& adonis of denver, secret hero 
of these poems,' 

author of the first third 

& a human bridge 
who connected the 50s 
with the 60s 

from behind the wheel 
of a bus named furthur, 
pushing america farther 
than it had ever gone 

before, with a new vision 
of a new world 
given life 
by the practice of its dreamers, 

propelled by alien ginsberg, 
tireless proselytizer 
for the creations of his friends, 
who schlepped their manuscripts 



from publisher to publisher 
for 10 years, until on the road 

& naked lunch 
were finally brought to press 

& howl was arrested 
& tried for obscenity 
& the beat generation 
was in time magazine 

& young people in america 
suddenly wanted to know 
where 

they could get some marijuana, 

& a road out of the stasis 
began to open up 
in front of us — 
& we followed it 



& we followed it 




THOUGHTS ON WATER 

Dave Densmore 



Water, water, everywhere, 
But none that's fit to drink. 
This childhood rhyme may just come true 
Sooner then we might think. 

I've seen the footage of Australia's ranches 
The parched land lying dead and dry. 
Families looking out across that worthless dust 
Even their tears too dry to cry. 

The dark continent drying up 
It's people living in poverty beyond belief. 
Just a plentiful water supply 
Would bring change of life relief. 

The ice caps which hold nature's balance 
Are receding farther every day. 

I suspect the time is rapidly approaching 
When our dues we'll have to pay. 

There's forest fires raging, 
Seemingly from coast to coast. 
So many pray for rain, 
Pure sweet water's what we need the most. 

Klamath and Sacramento river salmon runs failed 
Because water management did not come first, 
Just open the valves, pump it off 
Have to feed that golf course thirst. 

The balance in our ecosystem. 
Is not impossible to break 
Especially the way we're doing now 
With the short sighted philosophy of use and take. 

We're wastefully squandering our resources, 
As if in unlimited supply, 
Including the most precious of all, 



Without which the whole planet will die. 



I foresee bitter wars being waged 

Over water pure and sweet. 
Long after the lust for oil abates 
Water will be the true gold beneath our feet. 

We can survive without the oil, gold, diamonds or silver, 
But what life form can do without water of some amount 
There won't even be tears to shed 
Once our supplies have dwindled out 

We're fouling our nest and burning our home 
At an ever escalating rate.. 
When the ones who control are brought to terms 
It'll probably already be to late 

More then just lip service is needed, 
A worldwide hue and cry must be raised, 
The fight can no longer be left to a few, 
If this way of life is to be saved. 

Sure we can filter and purify what remains 
But we can't afford to just let things be. 
Ask about sinkholes and lowering water tables, 
Why does the Rio Grand, no longer reach the sea? 

Nothing here is in endless supply! 
How many times do we need that example shown? 
What will be left, our legacy, 
When our children are up and grown? 

Don't believe what I say? 
Do the research and check it out! 
It's your world, your life, that hangs in the balance, 
It's your duty to question and to doubt. 

Survival is no longer simply up to the strong, 
The true saviors will be those who act and think, 
Cause they too will be long gone if it comes down to 
No water anywhere, at least none that's possible to drink. 



please. 

Shane Bugbee 

I'm very modest, honest and loyal... 
like a dog, please hire me. 

I'm very employable and enjoyable, I love people and enjoy 
hours of posing, posturing and vain void... 
please like me. 

I'm educated and above you, I speak perfectly and refuse to 

count those who can not. 

ebonies count only with gun in mouth... 

please don't shoot me. 

I enjoy the finer things in life to the point of pain... 
please hurt me. 



Family Value in 2025 

Amy Bugbee 

Shouting could be heard all the way down the hall, it could have 
bothered the neighbors, but most barely noticed it with the 
deafening roar of city life - Trucks and buses and traffic and the 
general buzz of millions of people living on top of each other. 

The only people bothered by the shouting, and name calling, 
and swearing, and general tearing down of each other that 
Johnny and Simone engaged in more and more regularly lately 
was the couple's two small children hiding in their bedroom 
closet, listening to every hate filled word. 

At a time when both infertility and overpopulation had somehow 
become the norms, they had been blessed early with children, 
a boy and a girl. Children had become a coveted property, but 
the right children, ones raised in perfect homes, with the right 
stimuli and proper breeding. 

In many poorer countries where the overpopulation was 
rampant, infants were often stolen right from the bosoms of 
their mothers and sold to the wealthy women of richer nations 
who could not be bothered through frigidity or frailty to birth 
their own. 

Johnny and Simone were neither rich nor poor, just average, 
and they were lucky enough to have their limit legal in births 
early in their marriage - in all honesty, the boy had come some 
6 months before the marriage. 

Finally, the insults had reached their logical conclusion and 
Johnny stormed out the front door. For the first time in their 
nearly five years of marriage, he did not come home that night. 
Mid-afternoon the next day he returned to pack a small bag of 
clothes and such and left again. It was over, he said to Simone 
when he saw her, and she defiantly agreed. 

A few weeks later they were in front of the judge, as the wheels 
of justice moved quickly in these days of snap decisions and 



rule of law. Each pled their side to the stone faced matron 
who sat several feet above them in her black robe and beehive 
hairdo. 

"Your divorce is granted" she stated emotionless from the 
bench when it was all over. "Now there is the matter of the 
children". She pressed and orange button on her control board 
and a uniformed man entered, he led the now non-couple down 
a long white hallway to a solid door, he fished for the key to 
unlock it and then led them in. 

The room was all white with several plastic, waiting room style 
chairs, he bid them to sit down. The room was the size of a 
classroom, but yet did not seem to fit in the tall office building in 
which they were. It had a white tile floor, and strangely a drain 
in the center, it reminded Johnny of the shower room at his 
gym, it reminded Simone of the operating room in the hospital 
where she worked, with its shiny scrubbable walls. Johnny and 
Simone sat in chairs a few feet apart from each other, they said 
nothing and they made no eye contact. In a few minutes another 
man joined them, he was a dark man in a grey suit. 

He politely greeted them, shaking their hands, then he pulled 
up a chair and sat facing them both. 

"So you have decided to divorce?" He asked, they nodded 
slowly. He continued with a nod of acknowledgement. "Well, I 
am sorry to hear that. Of course these things happen. I wonder 
have you paid much attention to the last session of congress?" 
They both shook their heads no. 

Congress was the governing body of the nation, but their 
meetings were always secret, and the laws they passed were 
only released in long form legal mumbo jumbo. Reporters of 
the day were no longer allowed to interpret the news for the 
people, they could only read verbatim the laws, and since a 
person had to be an attorney or a head of state to understand 
the mass of papers, sometimes hundreds of pages long, no 
one really wanted to hear it, so the TV and radio news stuck to 
celebrity sightings, fires and the like. Newspapers printed the 



new laws in their entirety, but no one really read them as it was 
a hundred times more boring than the Public Notices section 
of the old newspaper days. 

"A new law was enacted to save our children from the horrors 
of broken homes and neglect, after all our children are our 
nation's greatest asset, right?" The man in the suit paused, 
Johnny and Simone nodded. 

The man continued "So our honorable government has 
found a new method of saving our nation millions on future 
incarcerations, social welfare, and psychological re- 
modification in these damaged children. The world does not 
need more damaged children, we need to protect our children, 
we need to focus on our children. But, when the parents are 
not a unit, the children do not get the care, comfort, discipline 
and support that they need. We have seen it a million times, 
right? Historically, these children that are the product of their 
parents whims are cast aside for society to contend with. Did 
you know in the year 2000 nearly all of the millions of inmates 
in our nation's prisons were from broken homes?" 

The man did not wait for response from Johnny and Simone. He 
did not seem to care, he appeared to be reciting a speech that 
he had given a hundred times before. 

"In our modern times we have found a way to break this cycle 
of family destruction. Now when people such as yourselves 
selfishly decide to break up your family for whatever self 
indulgent purposes, our honorable government has decided to 
step in and save the children from the horrors of their parents 
folly, because we have found that statistically one parent cannot 
do a good enough job of helping their children to become 
productive citizens. 

"If the parents are so self-centered, they have typically already 
ignored their children too much, they have put their own 
pleasure or misery above the rearing of their offspring, and 
certainly there has been fighting and ugliness that has already 
damaged your children by the time you come here. Maybe 



irreparably, maybe not, maybe your children are resilient, but 
how can we figure out which children are which? And how will 
they have productive happy relationships as adults, if all they 
have seen is your damaged, wretched relationship?" The man 
made these statements in question form but did not pause for 
response. 

"Our honorable government has decided if parents are so 
selfish to put themselves above their children, if they are 
unhappy enough with one another to not want to be together, 
then it is up to us to insure that these damaged children go 
no further in corrupting other children or other relationship 
seeking adults when they grow up. We are saving our citizens 
plenty in the costs I earlier mentioned, because we do not 
want citizens that require so much assistance or who commit 
crimes. Our society is for people who can get along, be happy, 
be productive, are healthy, and so on. 

"We have found a solution for this problem. And, it is a marvelous 
lesson for the parents that choose to breed with someone 
they do not love or respect enough to commit to for a lifetime. 
Now, hopefully, if either of you chose to develop a relationship 
with another person at a future time, you will understand the 
importance of making sure it is a good match, and making sure 
you are both committed to one another BEFORE you chose to 
breed. 

"Of course, we can gladly sterilize you instead. Just make an 
appointment with the receptionist before you leave and we will 
sterilize one or both of you so you will not have to go through 
this experience ever again. 

"I apologize for sounding dramatic, but this is a serious issue, 
and one this nation takes very seriously. We have learned from 
our dismal and reckless ancestors who bred out of wedlock, or 
with casual lovers, or married poorly and gotdivorcedjusthow 
destructive these behaviors are. These new laws will eventually 
put an end to divorce all together, because no one will want to 
breed if they are not truly committed to being a family. Family 
is the most important thing in life, and for too long that kind of 



commitment has been neglected. And that neglect very nearly 
destroyed this great nation." 

"Now, are we clear?" he asked. Both Johnny and Simone were 
really rather confused by this point, and a little bit fearful of 
his strange words, yet they both nodded in acceptance. With 
that he stood up and walked to a door at the other end of the 
room, he opened it and a uniformed women escorted in their 
two children, the boy and the girl. 

The children squealed when they saw their parents and rant 
to them hugging them both. After a few moments with the 
children, the uniformed woman dragged two plastic chairs 
toward the center of the room, right over the drain, and gently 
commanded the children to sit in them. She left the room out 
the same door she'd entered and returned a minute later with a 
wooden box. She handed it to Johnny and Simone. 

The man in the suit bid them to open the box. Inside were two 
pistols and two bowie style knives. Johnny and Simone looked 
in the box and then at each other, the ice in their eyes turning 
to shock, fear and questioning. 

The man in the suit began speaking again. "Here are the 
weapons you can choose from, pick whichever you prefer. It 
is your job now, as parents to put your children out of their 
misery. You must destroy them in order to save our great 
nation. If you decide to destroy each other that is your choice. 
If you refuse to destroy your children, we will destroy them in 
front of you." 

Simone began to sob, Johnny looked at the man in the suit with 
hatred in his eyes, and then back down at the pistol. 

The man in the suit smiled "Killing me will not help you in this 
matter, I am merely a messenger of our honorable government, 
and bullets and knives can do nothing to me, as I am assembled 
not human." 

"I will never kill my children" Shouted Simone hysterically. 



The man in the suit opened the manilla folder in his hands, and 
removed a piece of paper. "You signed this paper, ma'am, you 
both did. It's a Refusal of Reconciliation, form 715BXS. If you 
would have read this, you would see right here on line 28 it 
says, that by choosing not to reconcile with your husband, you 
accept the laws in place regarding this matter." He said it flatly 
like he was talking about auto insurance or a grocery list, not 
the lives of two children. 

Johnny slid his hand over the guns and the knives, he felt their 
smooth cold metal. He looked at the man in the suit, "And, if we 
refuse?" 

The man in suit frowned, his eyes narrowed. "I have already 
stated, if you refuse to do your duty to this great nation, then 
we will put your children out of their misery in front of you and 
execute both of you for breaking the law. It is treason." 

His voice softened, "You are doing what is best for your children 
and yourselves. They will not have to suffer any longer, they 
will not have to grow up struggling as the two of you continue 
to fight over money, visitation, and responsibilities. They will 
not have to feel cast aside if either of you remarries and starts 
a new family. This is a wonderful selfless act. This will teach 
you both an important lesson too, that marriage and family is 
a serious business, not to be entered into lightly and without 
serious commitment. Now I am asking you to please resolve 
this matter in a timely way, as we have other cases waiting, and 
certainly both of you have jobs to return to this afternoon." 

Before the last word escaped from his lips a shot rang out and 
then another. The children slumped out of their chairs and onto 
the ground with a thud, red poured along the white tile floor 
and into the drain. 

Johnny shouted "NNNOOO!" grabbing the pistol from Simone's 
hands. "I would have reconciled with you, how could you do 
this!?!" He shrieked. She shrugged and looked blankly at him. 
She stood up and turned toward the door they had come in, 



"It's the law she muttered, and he is right, now we are free." 

The uniformed woman opened the door and Simone left down 
the hall. Johnny was sobbing, he knelt over the two limp bodies, 
grabbing them in his arms for a final embrace. After a few 
minutes the uniformed woman took him by the arm and pulled 
him to his feet, just then the other door opened and two janitors 
in white came in, one wheeled in a large cart, the other pushed 
a mop and bucket. They picked up the bodies and tossed them 
in the cart. The janitor with the mop began mopping up the 
blood. 

Johnny was led out of the white room by the uniformed woman. 
She said nothing, guiding him down the hall to the men's room 
where he washed up and pulled himself together. He stared at 
himself in the mirror for a few minutes. When he came out of 
the bathroom, the uniformed woman then escorted him into the 
elevator and down to the main lobby. A somber looking couple 
was at the front desk checking in. Johnny heard the couple tell 
the receptionist, "We are Jim and Melinda Franklin, we are here 
for our divorce proceedings." 

The receptionist handed them each a clipboard with a stack of 
forms and a couple pens. "How many children do you have?" 
She asked. 

"Two boys", The man answered. 

Johnny silently passed the couple, he pushed the large glass 
doors open and went out into the world. Outside the sun shone 
brightly, people walked to and fro, busy in their own lives. He 
glanced around, Simone was nowhere in sight. 

Johnny hailed a taxi and headed back to his job. At least he 
could still get half a day's pay. 



Woe is the life of the hipster 

Ugly Shyla 

One of the things I hate about hipsters is they try to act like 
they so have so wacky sense of humor but they don't.And don't 
dare criticize them for being dipshits.You will get the whining 
of "but we/they are people too"as if they are discriminated 
against.They never had to deal with shit like up punks growing 
up having to worry about having rednecks kick the shit out of 
us ect. 

And growing up around Goths I remember Goths always had 
a sense of humor about being a stereotype, I ike look at me I'm 
going to go be uber goth and take a pic in a grave yard ect. 
Same goes for drag queens.They have a sense of humor about 
being over the top. People think at times I have no self esteem 
because I poke fun at myself.The world is that PC you are not 
allowed to even have a sense of humor about YOURSELF.I'm a 
mess I know I'm a mess I have a sense of humor about being a 
mess. If somebody makes a joke about me being a mess I think 
it's funny.But don't dare make a joke at a hipster about being a 
hipster.They will get all huffy and the hipster huggers will get all 
upset with you. 

Also growing up as *l guess the nearest thing you can describe 
me as is a punk* I KNEW some people didn't like punks and I 
just said fuck them if they didn't like itHipsters seem to get a 
thorn in their ass that not everybody thinks they are cute.Again 
you should have grown up like the rest of us.Especially people 
like me and Clint Catalyst that had to grow up being weirdoes 
in RURAL southern towns.We didn't have to deal with people 
just thinking we were annoying douches we had to worry about 
getting the fuck beat out of you. Which is one of the reasons I'm 
so aggressive till this day.l had to always carry a knife on me 
ect at like 1 5 in case somebody wanted to beat the fuck out of 
me for having blue hair while I was shopping for maxi pads in 
walmart or something. 

Also I remember the goth kids making fun of the uber goth 
poseur kids or the weekend worrier goths.But the hipsters 



seem to have no sense of humor amongst their own kind. 
And also long story short if you are trying to hard to fit into ANY 
subculture you are a DOUCHE. 




EXCERPTS FROM "EXCERPTS FROM THE 
INSTRUCTION MANUAL FOR THE 
ATTEMPTED-SUICIDE MACHINE" 
(SOON TO BE SELF-UNPUBLISHED) -William Ham 



IV. 

prescription medicine did me no good, nor did meditation, 
not religion nor drinking nor casual sex nor narcotics nor 
primal screaming nor plaintive moaning nor the i ching nor 
atlas shrugged norvalley of the dolls nor home footbinding 
nor hitting inanimate objects with a hammer nor taxidermy via 
freeze-drying nor ambient karaoke sessions nor committing 
suicide by proxy by hiring a lookalike and undermining his 
self-esteem until he leapt satisfyingly under the wheels of an 
oncoming truck nor fixing the thursday night bingo games at 
the local retirement complex by giving everyone identical cards 
and hoping for a really slow riot to break out nor teaching four- 
year-olds obscenities in aramaic and sending them into bible 
school with explicit instructions to answer every question with 
one of them nor wiring up the cat and piping seventies porn 
soundtracks through him nor bringing gigantic red pencils to 
tea party rallies and copy-editing their signage nor attempting 
to achieve hands-off orgasm during job interviews nor shaping 
expired produce into lawn ornaments nor making my pores 
whistle nor praying to alan thicke nor spraindancing nor auto- 
felching nor merkin-perming nor sleep-tweezing... none of 
them worked, so i sighed, rolled over and got out of bed. i'll try 
again later. 

XVI. 

with my penultimate breath, i emitted a feeble cry for help, no 
one knew what to make of it. crowds gathered, quorums were 
formed, discussions raged on into the night, finally, a mental- 
health professional was enlisted, he listened impassively to 
the collected evidence, occasionally nodding and drawing 
pensively on his pipe, finally, he declared simply that it was 
clearly a cry for help, with my last remaining breath, i disagreed. 



XXX. 



i used to be an activist, 
now i'm a passivist. 

XLVI. 

somewhere around the sixteenth hour of our mass bender - we 
referred to it as a "party," but let's be honest here - the room 
suddenly stilled, all was silent, then the air - that thick fog of 
smoke both legal and illicit that passed for air in that room, i 
should say - seemed to part, it was not a hallucination; we all 
saw it. angel? alien? we knew not what, but he hung there in 
the room, smiled benevolently, and began to sing, it sang the 
most beautiful melody any of us had ever heard, all activity 
stopped, some of us wept, the rest just sat there slack-jawed, 
stunned by its transcendent beauty, it continued singing, then 
continued some more, it just wouldn't fucking stop, after a 
while, the weeping ceased, some of us broke our paralysis 
and tried throwing things at it. but i guess it was transparent 
or something and in our condition our aim wasn't too good to 
begin with, eventually, we all just got up and left, went down 
to wendy's and ordered a bunch of stuff off the dollar menu, 
when we got back, it was gone, but the whole place smelled 
like boiled eggs, and the tv and a bunch of our wallets were 
gone too. the party kinda went downhill after that. 

Z. 

i was the voice of a generation, but they dubbed over me. 



Your clock 

Joseph Thiebes 

Never mind that thing on your counter or wrist. 

It's just an approximation 

of your position on Earth, 

and Earth's progress in its daily rotation. 

You can read your clock 

by the shadow of a memorial pillar, 

its point gradually tracing 

an almond-curve across the landscape. 

Now take up your shrine 

and move against the rotation of the Earth, 

that is toward the West: 

the shadow slows. Move East: 

the shadow quickens. 

Your friend standing to the North, 

her shadow is longer, and moves quickly. 

Every man and every woman has a clock, 

of no use but true 

to the minute and second, 

each according to its relation to all. 



free and clear 

Joseph Thiebes 

those loops threw 
broken specters 
crackling cackling 
echoes of sudden silence 
they came 

moist 

orange and pink silk 
stained circular streaks 
black, wetted brightness 
in a loose fist of folds 

size of a heart 
this is my heart? 

I am 

the ghost haunting 
I am 

the body haunted 
I am 

free and clear 



In honor of John Sinclair and his seed line, I am sharing my 
favorite brownie recipe. ~ Amy Bugbee 

The Best Brownies 

This is a great recipe for using "green butter", they are so 
chocolatey even weed can't overwhelm, but they will knock 

you out! 



1 Cup Butter 

2 Cups Sugar 

2 Teaspoons Vanilla Extract 

4 Eggs 

3/4 Cup Unsweetened Cocoa Powder 

1 Cup Flour 

1/2 Teaspoon Baking Powder 

1/4 Teaspoon Salt 

1 Cup Chocolate Chips 



Optional Add-ins*: 1 Cup of nuts, raisins, or sunflower seeds. 
**A nice twist, especially if using green butter is to add 2 tsp. 

mint extract. 

Preheat oven to 350° 

1. Grease a 12x9" baking pan. 

2. Melt butter, set aside and cool for a few minutes. 

3. In a large bowl, mix Sugar and Vanilla, add Butter. Mix well. 

4. Mix in the Eggs one at a time. 

5. Add Cocoa, mix thoroughly (I use a hand mixer at the lowest 
speed) 

6. Add Flour, Baking Powder and Salt. Mix well. 

7. Add any of the optional add ins. Mix again, but not too 
much. 

8. Pour into pan, spread evenly with spoon. 

9. Bake: 25 - 30 minutes. 



Chocolate Icing: 

3 Tablespoons Butter 

2 oz. Unsweetened Chocolate 

or 1/4 c. Cocoa Powder 
2-3 cup Powdered Sugar 

1-2 Tablespoons Milk 



1 . Melt butter and chocolate 

2. Add powdered sugar a cup at a time, and mix well. 

3. Add milk a little at a time, alternating with sugar, until a 
smooth spreadable consistency. 




Haitian Flounder 

Ryan M. McKern 



Ingrediants: 
2 flounders ( or tilapia) 
2 table spoons of olive oil 

1 clove of garlic oil 
1 table spoon of sea salt 
1 diced red pepper 
half spoon of cayenne pepper 
1 table spoon black pepper 
3-4 peeled tomatos 
1 cup of orange juice 



Marinate 2 flounders in lime water, Satsuma and flat parsley ( 

roughly 20 minutes ) 

heat olive oil in a frying pan 

add butter, garlic & pepper (simmer) 

Pinch of sea salt 

add Peeled tomatoes 

add fresh orange juice 

( let cook another 10-15 minutes until tender and cooked 
down 

(combo of pouch & Saute' style dish 



Gently place fish into sauce 
place sauce over fish 

Put lid over fish and will be ready in minutes 
place over rice. 



Che Chili 

Shane Bugbee 



If snickers helps you work, rest and play then Che Chili will 
help you work, resist and slay. 

1 do chili the opposite of the classic all meat with beans on the 
side - 1 like all beans with meat on the side, chorizo works with 
this dish as does pulled pork. 

-INGREDIENTS- 

2 tablespoons extra-virgin olive oil 

1 large red onion, chopped 

2 red peppers, chopped 
6 cloves garlic, minced 

3 teaspoons sea salt 

1 large sweet potato, cut into 1/2-inch cubes 
1 large yam, cut into 1/2 cubes 
Zest and juice of 1 &1 12 lime 

1 28-can diced tomatoes 

4 15-ounce cans black beans, rinsed and drained (or 6 cups 
freshly cooked) 

2 jalapeno chile pepper, seeded and chopped 
1&1/2 tablespoon cumin 

1&1/2 tablespoon chili powder 

2 teaspoon cocoa powder 

1 teaspoon ground black pepper 

1&1/2 lime, cut into wedges 

1 cup chopped cilantro leaves, washed and dried 

1 . Warm the oil in a large pan over medium heat and add the 
onion, red peppers, garlic, and salt. Saute until soft, about 4 
minutes. 

2. Add the sweet potato and lime zest, and cook 10 to 15 min- 
utes more, continuing to stir occasionally. 

3. Add the tomatoes, black beans, jalapeno, lime juice, cumin, 



chili powder, black pepper and cocoa, bring to a simmer, 
cover, and cook for 10 minutes. 



4. Serve over brown rice, if desired, with lime wedges and 
cilantro, or with corn bread, biscuits, or taco chips alongside. 



5. meat lovers like me - do yourself a favor, pull out the crock 
pot and make you some pulled pork... or fry up some chorizo 
and add it to the individual servings. 




DJieue T6LL0UIS 



Dirty Fingers 

nekot 



Hypocrite! 
You point Your fingers 
righteously at the sins 
of the past of others. 

Yet, what of 
the repercussions 
in my life 
because You "willingly and willfully 
sacrificed upon the altar of 
Your idols?" 

Perhaps You offered others 
of which You are unaware? 
That's the key, isn't it; 
You were beguiled. 
I guess that makes it justifiable, 
for You. 

I spoke; 
my voice was dismissed. 
Your spiritual prowess 
took precedence. 
Shortly thereafter, 
my life spiraled. 

And You have the 
audacity to self proclaim 
Your righteous acts, 
condemning a man 
who graciously shed tears 
helping to redeem my own. 
Nor am I the only one. 

Does Your pureness and 

holy assessments 
allow no room for error? 



Go fuck Yourself. 
Then get Your own 
god-damned abortion; 
spend the next three decades 
struggling for breath. 

If there's a hell 
I'll see You there, 
and I shall laugh. 

Bring Your oxygen 



CON-tents. 
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twitter.com/ryanmckern 
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Mike Flannery 
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Amy Bugbee 
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Ugly Shyla 
twitter.com/uglyshyla 
William Ham 
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